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	1. Chapter 1

I heard him before I saw him. I heard water running, flooding the marble floors I walked on. The small echo of numerous droplets colliding with the various surfaces around the room fills the air. And then I heard him. Draco. The one thing clear in his voice was pain. My brain suddenly fearing the worst, forces my legs to move into a sprint. Each splash of water I create goes unnoticed as I am running toward the love of my life, the future father of my child. I round a corner soaked and ashen, only to stop dead in my tracks at the sight before my eyes. Harry Potter, his wand gripped tightly in his hand; standing over Draco. My Draco. And there is dark red blood, so much blood. Draco is on his back, gasping and coughing quietly in a pool of watery blood. His white shirt now saturated, his emerald green tie now looking black with the his blood.

A feeling takes hold of me. It is rage. White, blinding rage. Rage mixed with panic ,shock, utter fear. I think we can agree that this is essentially the worst cocktail of emotions to have when you have as much power as I do. The remaining mirrors begin to crack as I kneel near Draco's head. I know now I have just stalled the beginning of what will inevitably be the time bomb that is me. His eyes find mine, the same way they always do when we are near one another. They are so bright, wide with fear. He's terrified. I reach down to heal him but something is cutting me off. It's a literal tangible barrier of magic between my hands and this spell. It is dark, intended to make one suffer.

I cannot save him. All this power and I can't heal Draco. The dread makes my chest quake as I faintly realize I haven't been in this much pain since Oliver died.

"I love y-you. I love you. I won't be able to survive without you. Do you hear me? My life will be nothing!" I sob over him, holding his face in my hands.

"I- I love-" Draco coughs unable to continue but he doesn't need to.

"Shhh. I know. I know my love I know." My lips are on his forehead and I'm breathing him in. As if this will be the last time, because it is. Suddenly I remember who else is in this room. I look up at Harry meeting his wild expression. He looks as if he is at a total loss of words. But I can see the confusion, the betrayal and the guilt. I kiss Draco's hand and a gut wrenching sob escapes me. I stand quickly now causing Harry to jump backwards. My voice is booming, filling the air like a God reigning from above. My words hurt my chest, with every word my power is reaching near lethal to myself and everyone else around me.

" I SWEAR ON ALL THAT YOU CHERISH HARRY POTTER I-IF HE DIES YOU WILL NO LONGER HAVE TO WORRY ABOUT LORD VOLDEMORT BECAUSE I WILL SLAUGHTER YOU MYSELF! DO YOU HEAR ME? FIX HIM! FIX HIM RIGHT NOW. YOU HAVE NO IDEA WHAT WILL HAPPEN IF YOU DO NOT SAVE HIM!" The walls crack violently and the last of the mirrors shatter before disintegrating into nothing. Small flecks of glass cut my cheek but I feel nothing other than the material pulling against my skin. I know I need to control this. I know it's not just me anymore, my baby is feeling this too. I can't bring myself to calm down no matter how hard I try. I am shaking and my heart is made of fire. My face feels hard, made of stone and I am a goner. I am completely consumed with my rage. There's wind now and I lift my hands up at a terrified Harry. Draco is going to die. My soulmate is going to die.

There was a story my mother used to tell Oli and I when we were children. There once was a powerful God named Zeus. He ruled over all other Olympian Gods, and also the beautiful sky. Every night as you count the stars just know that he put them there, organizing them in a breathtaking image to be enjoyed by all. Well during this time humans were peaceful and joyous. They had four legs, four arms, and a head with two faces. They had great power and Zeus had begun to fear them. He produced a plan to level the playing field a bit. He decided to split them in two. He condemned all of humanity to spend their lives endlessly searching for their other halves. And if they lived to be good and kind, they could find their other half. Their soulmates. Draco is my soulmate. Was, my soulmate.

And Harry killed him. I close my eyes to unleash myself upon him and I am thrown sideways by a large figure. I turn quickly to find Snape surveying the situation intensely as if putting a puzzle together. I have never in my entire life been so happy to see Professor Snape. Harry told me what they said to each other in the hallway, and Draco had confirmed it. He needs to save Draco or he dies too. I gasp and fall to my knees again. I hear footsteps behind me and pray that it is Harry getting the fuck out of my sight. I am still shaking and things are still cracking all around me. My head feels like someone has wrapped the worlds tightest rubber band around it. I clutched at my stomach, willing my child to give me some strength. I feel a nosebleed dripping down my face and use my shirt to wipe it. That power could have drained me completely. I have never lost control like that before.

"Control yourself, focus. He needs you now." Snape speaks quickly and with conviction.

Snape teaches me the spell to heal him. The water starts retracting and like a long red piece of a ribbon the blood returns to Draco's body. He gasps loudly throwing himself forward only to land in my arms. He's clutching at me tightly. I can feel the palms of his hands digging into my back. I feel no pain, but I know I will later. His breath is weak and shallow but he's holding on to me for dear life. Neither of us say a word. I don't think either of us could.

The rest of the night is a blurred mess of Madame Pomfrey and the hospital wing. Draco and I are inseparable. He panics the second we lose contact. It is not wild or loud, but he shakes violently. Madame feared the exertion harmed the baby but I feel him. He's safe inside me. Relieved I feel too. Madame allows us one exception to sleep next to one another. She has two rooms down a small hallway in the hospital wing. One is her dormitory and the other is a guest room, normally used for only staff and well, me. She even charmed the bed into a queen. The second she closes the door I can feel Draco's relax a bit. Physically he is fine. But his mind had already been fragile, given the task Voldemort trapped him with. We had been scrambling to fix the cabinet for the past month since he told me. And he was starting to fear we would never get it right.

I am sitting up a bit as Draco wraps himself around my little torso. He is a 6 foot long blanket keeping me warm. His breathing steadies as I run my fingers through his hair.

"You can ask me. I'll tell you what happened." Draco says barely above a whisper. He is drawing circles on my belly with his fingertips. I need to know. And he is aware of this. He knows me well. The question has been burning in my chest ever since Madame Pomfrey snapped me out of my trance with those two little words "What happened?"

"Ok. What caused Harry Potter to dare harm a hair on your beautiful head? Please tell us." Draco smirks at the word "us". My chest quakes a bit with anger though. The battle to get my power under control tonight is affecting me now. I feel lethargic. My limbs feel heavy, and tongue feels a bit like sandpaper. But he is here. Our baby is also here. And he is alive. And his skin, aside from Lucius' marks, feels perfect beneath my fingers. Draco feels my heart speed up beneath his ear and he looks up at me.

"Relax love. I'm alright, we are all alright." I work to calm myself as he continues," I was waiting for you. I knew you had seen me leave the Great Hall, and soon enough you would follow and come to me. I ducked into Moaning Myrtles bathroom like I usually do when I want to see you. I thought- I thought it was you I heard trailing behind me. I was having those- those attacks that you get- anx angs-"

"An anxiety attack." I fill in for him.

"I couldn't breathe and I just- needed you... And then he spoke from behind me and I realized it was not you who had followed me. And I- I panicked.. I just shot the first spell I could think of at him." He puts his head back down against my chest, "Soon enough we both became more and more vicious with each stroke of our wands. I knew he was more suspicious than ever of me but, he's Potter. I never thought he would-" Draco stops, gritting his teeth and then continues, "He knocked me off guard and that's when he did it. It felt as if little knives were all slicing me open simultaneously everywhere on my body. Next thing I know I'm looking up at the ceiling, and my skin is on fire. And my beautiful girl carrying our child is looking down at me and all I can think about is how much I'm going to miss her." He shivers a little bit now.

"I almost killed him." I whisper. Slow quiet tears are falling. Draco picks his head up and meets my gaze.

"I was so close to losing control, Draco the entire room was about to cave in on us. I didn't even hear myself clearly. I told him, I screamed, that he wouldn't need fear Voldemort any longer for I would kill him myself. I said if you died.. If you.." Sylvie sits up quickly catching Draco off guard. But Draco suddenly understands her train of thought. She had blatantly and unknowingly outed them. It has been two years they loved each other in secret, and now someone knew. Someone outside the safe circle that is Blaise and Luna. Someone who could get them all killed.

"I have to go to him. I have to stop him from telling anyone. Oh Merlin Draco. If this gets out, your father-" She clutched her forehead and feels sweat beneath her fingertips.

"Dumbledore will talk to him. He'll put Potter back in his little corner for a while. Trust him love. I know he will take care of it because this time it was Potter who fucked up and not me. And he's not a foolish man." Draco pulls me back into him and tries to soothe me. He kisses the back of my neck and stokes my hair with his palm. This is ridiculous. I should be soothing him.

"We're both on edge right now. This unfortunate little event didn't just happen to me, it happened to both of us together. We just need... We just need to sleep. Come love." Draco leans back and turns me on my side so he can spoon me from behind. I don't sleep. Not until Draco's breath steadies and blows shallowly behind her ear. I listen to each breath intensely. Then I finally drift into the only place that brings me peace, in my dreams, where Oliver awaits me.

NEXT CHAPTER

A slow knock on the door brings me out of my dream. I get up quickly before Draco wakes and throw on a robe before opening the door. Madame Pomfrey is waiting patiently and motions for me to come into her dormitory. I sit at my usual spot on her bed, against the wall and wait for her to speak.

"Dumbledore did the best he could in getting to Harry. But unfortunately Mr. Potter had gotten to a few others first." She waits for me to process before she continues. Probably because she can read the dread in my expression.

"You must return to the common room after breakfast. Draco will stay here for the day and gain back some energy. You are excused from participating in lessons today. You may return to see Mr. Malfoy after you head up to the common room. Professor Mcgonagall awaits you with the others. Also, Ms. Lovegood left said she will be by after dinner.

I stood up and nodded quickly before rushing into the room to find Draco. He was still asleep. Still peaceful. He was sprawled out across the bed, with the white sheet covering his lower half. He was stunning. The sun hit him just perfectly enough to show every detail of his handsome face. The tears began to flow on their own accord and the panic started to overwhelm me. What were we going to do? How we were going to survive this? What could I possibly say to them? I don't even know exactly who will be there. Does Seamus know? Draco wakes now, alarmed by my quiet sobs.

"Wha's happened? Are you alright?" His voice is rough and rugged with sleep. Draco is reaching out and pulling me into his embrace on the bed.

"They know Draco. How are we going to survive this? How are we going to keep our child safe?" Stress is horrible for pregnancy. Draco knows this as well as I.

"I promise love I will do everything in my power to protect our child. He will never know the fear we know now." Draco kisses me softly and I try to stop crying.

"I'm scared Draco. We have to kill a man." I sat quietly.

"I have to kill a man. And I will. Then we'll settle down, in the white house together."

"You're not frightened?" I ask.

"Of course I'm frightened. I'm bloody terrified. But I don't get to be selfish that way when you're the one carrying our child." Draco leans down and kisses my belly. I know where he's going with his.

"It's alright to be frightened Draco." But he's not listening to me anymore. He's distracted himself with my belly.

"Hello little one. This is your gloriously handsome father speaking, but you already knew that." I giggle, his breath is ticketing me. He looks up at me proudly, happy to have taken my mind elsewhere.

"Now I know your Mother may have felt a little off yesterday, but don't you fret darling, we are going to be so insanely happy together. Your mum is so beautiful. She is so strong, and literally made of fire. You're going to be so loved. You're already so dearly loved." He kisses my stomach one last time before he climbs back up to kiss me.

"I'm going to take care of this. Trust me my love." And that is the end of or, for now.

Shortly I dress and let Draco know I will return shortly, although I can tell that he is not thrilled to be separated.

I'm too anxious to eat, my morning sickness will no doubt ruin it if I smell something the wrong way. I can feel the magic my baby already posses within me and it feels like he's already out here wit me, seeing the world. It's almost as if we can communicate, but I know he's far too little.

I come to the portrait slowly, dreading what waits behind it. There's no password needed as it swings open, and the Fat Lady notifies me of my impeding doom. According to her, I am shunned. A small group of people await me inside. Professor Mcgonagall, Harry, Hermione, Ron, and Seamus. My heart clenches at their expressions. They hate me. It is clear I have now become their enemy.

"Good morning. You will all as housemates discuss this in a polite manner. You all still need to live with one another. Please sit Ms. Ross." Professor motions nexts to Seamus, and Seamus shifts away, as if disgusted.

"I'll stand thank you." She nods and I just come out and say it, "so who's going to speak first? You?" I motion at Seamus. "Or you?" I motion now towards Harry.

"You are dead to us all." Harry speaks. My heart breaks now. I love these people. They are my family. Were! They were my family. Now Draco and this baby are my family.

"That's it?" I say coldly. Ready to leave I turn around.

"How long?" Seamus asks, I turn back to see him facing me without meeting my gaze. "How long have ye- how long have ye been lyin to all of us."

"I love him." I say boldly.

"And I loved ye more than anythin but apparently that meant nothin... Oh bloody hell! This is why you left me. This is why. In Fourth year ...I had a feeling too. He gave himself away early on. But I ignored it because I loved ye. Ye loved slimy foul-"

"If you want to keep your tongue you'll end it there." I bark at him.

My pulse is racing.

"Perhaps we all take a breath and relax. Please keep in mind everyone in this room is aware that they are forbidden of speaking of this to any one else in the castle. Doing so will result in expulsion. And threatening a fellow student will not be tolerated Ms. Ross. That will also follow with expulsion"

"Then tell him to shut his mouth about things he doesn't have the brain capacity to understand." I shake my head violently. Seamus is pushing my buttons. He's looking at me now, with an angry feisty look in his eyes.

"I knew. I knew there was always something off. Ever since the day we got into that scrap fourth year. I knew there was something wrong. Do ye know what yer boy did? He walked in to the hospital room right alongside me, and the first thing e'did was look for you. I watched him after that. Im not quite as thick as I look. He did that every time you entered the room. I trusted ye. I thought to me'self , she would never give him the time of day. How could ye do this to all of us, to me? To Harry? You said ye'd kill him? S'true? You'll kill him? What would your Oli say about that, I bet he would be downright ashamed of you right now. I bet he wouldn't even recognize ye." At this moment it feels as if I have been blasted in the chest with a sledgehammer. He brought Oli into this. Seamus stands now and exits the room loudly slamming the portrait. The Fat Lady's protests following him no doubt. Now I'm just irate.

"What would YOU do if the person you loved was about to breath their last breath and the person who had done it was right before you?" My voice cracks a bit, struggling to keep steady. "If you had gotten to Bellatrix alone after she'd killed-"

"Don't you dare speak his name. You have lost ALL right to ever utter his name again. You chose the enemy over us. I told you I thought he was a death-" Harry shouts at her.

"I'm pregnant." I've demanded silence with my confession, "You almost killed the father of my child. I obviously wasn't thinking clearly, wouldn't you agree? You've seen me like that before. You've seen the effect my power can have on me, especially seeing something that- traumatic! " I say loudly.

Everyone except Mcgonagall is shocked. Because she already knew I was pregnant. She was the second person I told.

"I've always bloody hated you Sylvie. I always knew you were hiding something. And everyone told me, no Ron, she's our friend. We love her, Ron give her a chance. And you know what? I did give you one. But now? I see you as nothing more than the lying dirty traitorous slag you really are." Ron rips into her. He's reveling in this. They never really got on too well.

"Mr. Weasley! How dare you speak that way in my presence! Mind your tongue or remove yourself from this room." Ron gets up and follows Seamus' lead. All that remains now out of the 4 friends is Hermione and Harry and I can't look at either of them. These are the people I spend holiday with. The ones I spend my summers with. The ones I share every meal with. They were my family. Oh wow, this hurts. It literally feels as if someone is sitting on my chest. All of that love, those memories of being happy with one another, surviving with one another. It's done. All of that is shattered.

"I'm not sorry that I love him. I fell in love with him unexpectedly. It wasn't ideal for either of us but it happened. We fought it for the longest time because we knew it was wrong. And I'm sorry for what I said to you yesterday but you have to understand my rage, it is dangerous and controls me sometimes. I would never physically harm you Harry, ever. I know we can't be the same. Just please don't tell anyone else, for the sake of Draco's life, which I know now means less than nothing to you. Not only his life is at stake. Please keep this a secret for sake of my child's life as well. Because they will kill us, Harry. They will strip me down and torture me to death right before Draco's eyes. And I will die a slow and very painful death and my child with be right there with me." I look at him now and he is crying. Hermione is as well. It comforts me a little inside to know this hurts them as much as it hurts me. This loss of friendship isn't one sided.

"We won't tell anyone, and we'll talk to Ron and Seamus. But Sylvie, we can no longer be close friends. We can't trust you anymore." Hermione finally says with a suppressed sob.

"Understood." I turn on my heal and leave my room. The tears roll down my face without me even noticing. I can't hold them back. I cloak myself quickly and take off sprinting to the hospital wing , back to Draco.

My steps echoing loudly and I am so grateful for my cloaking skills. Each step I take closer my heart hurts worse. I have been cut off again by another family. The second time is almost as devastating as the first. The only thing holding me together is the thought of Draco and our baby. When I see the doors of the hospital wing I silently rejoice. Sanctuary.

I keep myself cloaked until I am in front of the door that stands between Draco and I. Madame Pomfrey is tending to a few minor illnesses at the other end of the wing, and probably didn't even realize I entered.

I rest my hand on the door knob and use the other one to try and clean up my mess of a face. There was no doubt in my mind my mascara had run, making me look far worse. Draco isn't going to like this.

The second Draco hears the doorknob he looks up at it anxiously. She has been gone only a half hour at most. Which could mean anything.

When he sees her his mind wretches at the sight of her. Her gorgeous curled hair hanging at her make up stained cheeks. She's been crying, hard. Draco immediately wants to seek revenge upon whoever put her in this state. But he already has one person to kill, and he can't afford to add anyone else on this list. He's on his feet in a second and striding quickly to her.

The second she feels his hands cupping her face she closes her eyes and breathes. Tears are still falling but more slowly now. She is not sobbing, she is merely crying silently. Draco's lip touch her forehead and he is shaking again. It terrifies him how much he loves this girl. And she's now carrying his son. The first born is always a male in the Malfoy family. He can't wait. But here she is standing before him and she looks broken.

"I'm assuming it didn't go well." Draco whispers against my forehead.

"You are the only person I have now Draco. Everyone else has left me."

"I will be everything and more. I'm going to do this for our family. You're going to be the best mother a child could ask for. And I guarantee you Oliver would agree with me." I love him. This amazing side of him, the side that holds me up and keeps me going. My comfort and support.

"Thank you. Thank you for saying Oliver. Seamus said Oli today as if he fucking knew him. He fucking said- he said Oli would be downright ashamed. In his stupid Irish fucking accent. Oli is not someone he can just throw in my face!" I feel that rage again, it's small but like a tiny beacon within me.

"Forget him he's being a child as always. Like an infant who's burned it's finger on something Mummy warned was too hot." Sylvie giggles and nods her head in agreement.

"I am sorry you lost your friends today love. Because of me." Draco looks away from her sadly.

"Draco I'm always going to love you. I'm always going to choose you. And I will damn sure always fight for you. We are making it to the white house, i promise. I think we should paint it a cream color through. I have a vision." I lean up and kiss his nose.

"Whatever you wish my love it's your home." Draco kisses me now for the first time since I got back and I can tell we both were itching to do so the entire time. His lips immediately calm me. But they are gone too soon. He's lifting me up effortlessly and I feel the soft fabric of the sheets beneath my back. My shirt tickles my skin as it gets pushed up and exposes my belly. And then I feel his warm lips on my skin again.

"Hi my boy,-"

"Hey! Draco!" Sylvie leans up pulling away slightly. "What makes you positive it's a boy? It could be a girl!" Sylvie scolds him and he can't help but laugh at her. Not that she minds, his laugh sounds like silk feels.

"Syl, love, it's going to be a boy. Every first born in a new Malfoy line is male. Dating back centuries I promise." He leans down and kisses her belly firmly.

"And when you come out, I hope you have your mothers eyes. They are always bright, despite the reputation brown eyes may carry. But I'm not picky, my eyes are quite hypnotizing according to your angel of a Mother." I smack him upside the head playfully.

"Tell him about something other than how handsome you are Draco." Sylvie says sweetly.

"Ha! You said him!" Draco laughs before leaning back down onto her belly, lips just a hair away, "Mother and I have drawn up the most sensational plans for our new home. Your room is the best part. It is themed after a famous painter your mother loves name Van Gogh. You're lucky you're a boy, otherwise your room would have been themed after Claude' Monet, who mother will definitely tell you about anyways. Although I feel his is far too soft for a Malfoy." Sylvie clicks her tongue and Draco smiles against her before continuing, "Back to the estate now, there is a garden in the back of the house, where your Mother and I will grow anything that makes her smile and we will all lay in the grass and watch the clouds pass by. Mother even made herself the most extravagant bathroom. Don't worry, she will share it. She loves us two chaps quite a bit. I don't blame her." Sylvie's eyes begin to water at his words. He is speaking freely now, between him and our son.

"And I love you both more than anything in this world. I am going to love you both so much that you will never question whether you are cherished. I will protect you both from any force, and your mother will do the same for us. No family will ever possess more love and happiness. I promise." I'm pulling Draco up now rushing to kiss him after such an adorable soliloquy. The second our lips meet I immediately feel that hunger for him I've always felt since the first time we kissed. And he feels it too. I love this connection we have, this energy. Even after feeling completely desolate over the loss of my friends, he still awakens this in me. His hands move to my face as he cups it and kisses me gently on my cheeks making his way down to my neck.

"I love you." He says simply before biting me softly and moving down to the buttons of my shirt and his soft hands move to undo them.

"I love you more." I challenge smirking as he pauses.

He looks me straight in the eyes with this sultry expression.

"Not possible." He whispers before finally getting my shirt open and I immediately feel his lips on my breast and Merlin it feels amazing.

"First -" he says before freeing my nipples, "I intend to spread those delicious little thighs of yours and devouring you until you scream my name." She moans lowly her back arching just a bit. His fingers have ventured down words and we're now running her through her panties.

"Only after you cum, quivering and moaning beneath me, only then will I take you. And love, I'm going to make all of your pain go away." His fingers have now pushed my panties down my thighs and I am bare before him. I wonder what kind of sex this will be. Draco is nothing short of a God in bed but he switches it up as well. Some days he's rough and authoritative, which is insanely sexy. And then other nights he makes love. And she can't decide which she enjoys more. Draco seems to be taking his time and she hopes he will make love to her.

Draco has settled between her thighs and Sylvie is putty in his hand with every stroke of his tongue her thighs shook and she moaned gloriously.

"Gods Draco don't stop." She begs throwing her head back and completely surrenders to his ministrations. Only moments later does she feel that coil begin to tighten inside her. Draco can tell she's close, he knows her like the back of his hand. It hits her like a train and soon she's taking the ride for all its worth moaning a string of foul words mixed with Draco's name. Draco surges up quickly and fills her, completely catching her off guard. But she grips at him, only trying to pull him close. He's flush against her rocking himself in and out. The pace is wonderful. She whimpers a bit when he starts to take her faster and a bit more firmly. But he's moved his fingers down her body and now rest on her clit. Draco leans back a bit exposing her better and looks her right in the eye as he brings his thumb to his mouth and licks it. Sylvie cries out at the sight. He's going to bring her to another orgasm and he's going to enjoy it.

He's stroking her before she can even blink and he's fucking her slowly but passionately.

"Cum for me, my perfect little girl. My perfect naughty minx. Show me how much you've enjoyed this." She rocks herself against him perfectly matching his rhythm and it's exactly what he wanted. His thumb is circling her clit faster and faster until she closing her eyes.

"No, look at me when you cum. I want you to see my face every single time your delicious little cunt cums from here until the end of time." And he pounds into her now. She cums loudly and clutches at his back with her nails. He loves it. Every second he makes her lose control is only leaving his hunger more insatiable and soon he's nearing his own end. The rush of heat from Sylvie's last orgasm sends him over the edge calling out her name proudly.

The last thing either of them remember is wrapping limbs around each other before finally falling asleep.

NEXT CHAPTER

The next few days were extremely difficult for me. Hermione, Harry, Ron and Seamus all ignored me completely. Seamus switched partners in potions. And Hermione switched seats in DADA. I felt immensely lonely during these days. The loss of friendly conversation, the isolation even in crowded places, it was unbearable. The only friends I had were Luna and Blaise. Draco and I spent quite a lot of time with them.

At night Draco and I would sneak off to the room of requirement and keep ourselves busy. We played the piano and painted anything that came to mind. Draco was also a wonderful violin player. Our room we created had everything we needed, and it was a test model for our new home at the same time. The interior was identical, the molding painted the same color I had wanted. This was our sanctuary My belly hadn't grown much in the last month. But there's a prominent little bump. The only thing keeping me going is the bun in my oven.

In Potions I work alone. But I've been achieving the high test scores in the glass, now that Harry seemed to have lost his raggedy copy of the Potions textbook. Draco was tutoring me, teaching me everything he knew. I would marvel at him when he taught me things. His eyes lit up and he spoke of how we would teach our son these things and he would be happy with us at all times.

The worst day was when Ron tripped me "on accident" in the Great Hall, not a single classmate stood up for me. Ginny went to speak but was stopped by Harry. And no one else had seen but the few Gryffindors around me to who hated me. I spent the remainder of that night not studying, but teaching Draco a curse my mother taught me for bullies. Ron didn't know it then, but the next day when he presented his potions assignment to Professor Slughorn, he would immediately shite himself. The curse binded to the negativity that particular person felt towards you. And the moment Draco chooses to wave his hand, it's is done.

You can see the exact moment the spell hits him. Ron is talking nervously to Professor Slughorn, presenting his Wiggenweld potion, no doubt Hermione did most of the worst for him. Ron suddenly is standing very straight and his face is very red. I steal a peek over at Draco who is making direct eye contact now with Ron and he's smirking his trademark smirk at him. Ron shakes a bit and his face contorts for everyone to see. Suddenly the nearest students to him begin gasping and covering their noses. I am reveling in this. Hermione and Harry step away from him unsure how to help.

"Mr. Weasley, have you- have you just soiled yourself?" Slughorn asks timidly. And Ron is reduced to a sputtering mess. He makes to sprint out of the room but everyone is already laughing and whispering. He's doomed. He walks slowly out of the room with his head down but only after shooting one last glare at Draco and I.


	2. Chapter 2

Her life was almost snuffed out like q candle the year prior when Harry Potter ventured to the Ministry of Magic and they all loyally followed. She felt it wasn't necessary to feel afraid because she was already so powerful. She excelled at everything she tried to, but being Hermione's best friend made her hold back. In reality Sylvie knew they were all no match for her. But she had never met Bellatrix Lestrange... Or her comrades, which included Lucius Malfoy.

She almost died in the Ministry of Magic the year before. Dolohov had thrown a curse vile and evil at Hermione and Sylvie used her power to shove him off the edge , knocking him off balance and causing him to miss Hermione completely. Lucius Malfoy had caught her with an unbearable cruciatus curse that rendered Sylive unconscious. She fell heavily, knocking her head on the stone floor.

o much power she almost died. After Lucius hit her with the cruciatus curse, her ears and nose bled viciously. When they finally got her back to St. Mungos Madame Pomfrey showed up and immediately began to takeover.

They put every resources into keep her alive and the second she was stable Madame had her moved to Hogwarts. Draco was the very meaning of the word mess. Madame Pomfrey had sent for him in the middle of the night. Snape having been the one who woke him up, informed him that something had happened at the Ministry and he needed to come now. He didn't walk with Snape to the hospital wing. He sprinted the entire way, never once stopping for a prefect or even the head boy. Sylvie was in trouble, that was all this meant and he knew it.

He bursted through the doors loudly, startling Madame Pomfrey who stood with her coat one waiting by her fire place.

"Where is she?" Draco demanded, no time for greetings or niceties.

"Draco, she was seriously injured at the Ministry. I need to warn you that when I get back, she may not be with me dear." At this Draco felt his knees give out. This year had been hard enough, with Umbridge around he hadn't been able to see her as much, which made him edgy and anxious. And now her life about to slip right through his fingertips. Draco had never felt pain like this before and felt a drop of water on his face. Immediately he looks up and asks Madame, "what's fucking leaking?"

The Madame kneels down to his level and says, "You're crying . I promise I will do everything I can. Stay here in the guest room please. She'll need you when I return." And with that the Madame steps into the fireplace and shouts, "St. Mungos!"

And she is gone.

If you were to meet Draco and ask him what one of the worst nights of his life was, he would tell you this was number one.

5 hours and 34 minutes. That is how long he sits on the chair next to the bed staring at nothing. He tries to put his head down and sleep but he sees Sylvie every time he closes his eyes . By the time the door opens Draco is completely torn apart inside. When he sees her he immediately rushes to her side where Madame has her set on the bed. She is asleep, her face bruised. Her lip split on the bottom make his heart swell with anger. Someone hit her.


End file.
